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The grove of oaks, a congregation in winter's grip, 
leaf-fallen (life to fire-fire to death), 
strangled by whips and briars . . . . 
And vines entwining, 
twisting, climbing, 
seeking 
light, now that death has damned the life of these aged 
sentinels of time. 
In this harsh coldness of life's regress, breath is wholly 
frost, 
and once sinewy veins stiffen with ice 
to still the flow of life. 
In hushing whispers, softly still, silent breezes steal away 
lingering 
leaves - spirits once aflame, 
now fireless souls - lisping only 
gone 
Floating toward the frozen white mantle - the chalk pallor of diy and 
marrowless bones -
a single leaf is excited by a 
wilder wind, jerking the wrinkled brown thing 
above the winter world (petrified) 
and there a vibrating vision, a celestial gloiy 
blazing, 
absorbed the solitary leaf, soaring 
soaring about the 
sun. 
On the forest's floor, a sightless scene, seedlings await a possible 
summer, 
and vines creeping inward, 
tendrils sapping strength, 
clutching, strangling, 
seeking 
light .... 
A IBING MORE ALNE 
Between the red banks flows a thing more alive 
Than the motion of water or the sunlit quiver 
Ofthedartingoffish;morereal 
Than the night-laid tracks of a masked raccoon 
Or the sun-spangled heads of rocks. 
A woodland stream is more alive 
Than the trees that shade it, the crooked fingers 
Of alder and laurel that reach to hold it 
Beneath them, though it escapes like drops 
Through a sieve and falls away. 
The head of a snake rears through the ripples, 
Bronze-clad, struggling in the current, 
Breathes, and disappears. 
Lulled by the low kinetic song of the creek, 
It is easy to think of sprites and nymphs; 
To believe in a dark-streaming spirit 
That hides in the cool shadowed depths, 
Singing life into tumbling currents. 
We offer our silent pagan prayers 
To the spirit of water in motion and leave 
Convinced of a thing we cannot see or touch 
But sense in the wild clear song 
• And clouded depths of a woodland stream. 
And though I cannot know, can never know, 
I yet believe that when we've turned to end our stay, 
The spirit of swift water can be seen to streak 
Within the channel like a fish, and like a snake 
To writhe, lunge and be gone through the grasping 
Of alder and laurel. 
s 
CAT IV 
Some people call their cats 
"Fluffy," 
or "Tippy," 
or "Tom." 
But I call my cat 
"Cat:" 
To avoid confusion. 
GRAY VIOLETS 
Miss Amanda Randolph closed her antique 
shop early, as she did every Thursday after-
noon. Stepping out into the brisk October 
chill, she securely fastened her bonnet down 
around her ears and leaned into the wind. A 
wisp of white-gray hair escaped the protec-
tion of her ancient bonnet and whipped 
madly about her wrinkled face. Her honey 
hand pushed the hair back into place as she 
turned the corner into the flower shop. 
"Good afternoon, Miss Amanda. What 
will it be this week?" 
As long as Emily Stuart could remember, 
old Miss Randolph had come into her flower 
shop every Thursday for a bouquet of fresh 
flowers. Looking at Miss Amanda, Emily 
realized that she was a spinster in the true 
sense of the word. Emily's mother, a few 
years Miss Amanda's junior, had once told 
her that as a young woman Miss Amanda 
had not been courted. 
"It was as if she planned to spend her life 
alone," she had said to her daughter. ''She 
never had much time for people. Oh, she was 
friendly enough, but ... well, it just seems 
a waste." 
Speaking softly, Miss Amanda broke 
Emily's train of thought. 
"I think I would like violets this time. 
And how is your mother, Emily dear?" 
"Fine, Miss Amanda,just fine. I'll tell her 
you were asking after her." 
Watching Miss Amanda go, Emily felt pity 
for her. As Emily turned back to her work, 
Bessie Jackson hurried into the shop. Bessie, 
as the wife of the town's only lawyer and 
justice of the peace, was the town's leading 
source of gossip. 
With her voice high pitched in excitement, 
she related to Emily her latest bit of news. 
"Emily, you won't believe it, you just 
won't believe it!" She paused to gain control 
of her voice. ''That old maid, Miss Randolph, 
she came to see my Bill yesterday. I tell you, 
Emily, she's crazy! She had Bill change her 
will leaving all her money, and I must say 
there is quite a bit of it, to the orphanage! 
The crazy thing is that she left it in the name 
of herself, and of John somebody, who's 
been dead since before she was even born!" 
She shuddered, "I think she's lost her mind." 
Hugging the flowers tightly to her chest, 
Miss Amanda walked up the hill as quickly 
as her frail legs would carry her. At the 
cemetery she stopped, glanced before and 
after her and walked hurridly past the black 
iron gates. The only sounds audible were 
some far-distant birds and the light rustle of 
the autumn leaves dancing with the wind. 
Gazing at her dusty boots, she walked her 
well-worn path in silence. She had once 
heard a cemetery described as the loneliest 
place in the world. The thought made her 
smile. She was never alone here. It was only 
out there where one felt loneliness. 
Stopping beside a grave, she knelt and 
placed her violets in a tarnished brass vase. 
"John, John, it's Mandy." The leaves 
danced closer, as if to listen. "I have good 
news. I have at last found a buyer for the 
shop. It's a Mr. Wilson from New Bedford. I 
think he realizes that I sold at a loss, but he 
can't understand why. Needless to say, he is 
not making any argument about it. I'm sorry 
to see the place go but, as you said, the time 
has come, and I must work fast. I took your 
advice and had my will revised, leaving the 
money to the orphanage in both our names. 
Mr. Jackson, the lawyer, thought it was quite 
strange, but he did not try to stop me. I fear 
he thought me a little mad! I feel much 
happier than I have in years. As you said, we 
will soon be together ... " 
As the church clock struck five, Miss 
Amanda rose and brushed the dirt from her 
skirt. Glancing at the sky, she slowly walked 
towards home. 
The next morning the Centerville Sun 
reported that Miss Amanda Randolph had 
died peacefully in her sleep during the night. 
There were no survivors. She was alone. 
7 
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EUCHARIST 
If it turned sideways 
You wouldn't see it. 
But you can feel it, 
And you can smell it. 
Most of all, 
You can taste it. 
Crunch . . . 
It enters the vestibule 
Of my mouth. 
My tongue instinctively 
Pushes it up, 
And the veil of salt 
Beholds the roof. 
The physical and spiritual 
Caress each other, 
Till the inevitable orgasm 
Results in my 
Plowing under 
Those Elysian fields 
And emerging at the bottom of an ocean, 
Where, lifting my screaming soul, 
I send it souring through the sky, 
And rest on the shores of oblivion. 
Thank god 
For the potato chip. 
----
C'EST LA VIE 
Limp and Lazy were talkin' to Krazy, 
He didn't have much to say. 
Been burned-out since he was a boy scout, 
Uvin' from day to day. 
The kids on the block were still into rock, 
The way you might expect it. 
Oats had a "goat" that could fly and you'd note 
That the sticker said: Rejected. 
Roses had died and the Florist had cried 
'Cause the same thing happened to Violet. 
They thought they had friends, but they were dead ends, 
And no one knew why they had tried "it". 
June dropped out of school, 'cause it wouldn't be cool 
To have a baby born in a classroom. 
She thought it was best to guess like the rest, 
And sing by the light of the moon. 
Life danced with Death, and got all out of breath 
When she learned that her dues were due. 
She didn't know why, so she sat down and cried; 
When the cows came home, she was through. 
9 
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ALAS, POOR YORICK 
The evening was warm and a breeze caused 
the colored pennants overhead to flutter 
gaily. The sides of the big tents heaved in and 
out, like huge cheeks. People were being 
lured into the monster's mouth by a barker 
in front who waved to them, cajoled them, 
coaxed them, then took their fifty cents. The 
horses heard the crowd and stomped the 
ground impatiently. The elephants munched 
hay and swayed with the music of the brass 
band. Excitement spread to the big cats, 
pacing, yellow eyes gleaming in the cage 
darkness. 
The performers felt the crowd, too. The 
younger ones had small flutterings in their 
stomachs, while the rest worried about 
crooked seams, loose sequins and the breeze 
swaying the high wire. 
"C'mon, Baggy Pants, it's time to get up!" 
"Yeah, yeah, I'm getting up," squeaked 
Lawrence L. Collier, III. "Stop shaking me, 
will ya, Jonesy! " 
"Okay, B.P. Boy, your voice sure sounds 
lousy in the morning." 
"My voice sounds lousy all the time. Go 
to Hell." 
"But B.P., the boss says ... " 
"Tell the boss to go to Hell, too. I hope 
he swallows his whistle. Now get out of 
here!" 
Jonesy turned and slipped through the 
canvas door letting in sunlight that stung 
Baggy Pants' face, turning his eyes to slits. 
"Oh jeez!" he squealed, burrowing his 
face in the pillow. "What was I drinking last 
night?" Slowly, he sat up, clutching his head 
and sliding a coated tongue over fuzzy teeth. 
He eased himself to his feet and walked to 
the mirror hanging from the tent roof. 
Steadying himself with one hand on a packing 
crate, he gazed at the blood-shot eyes gazing 
back at him. Softly, he called roll: 
"Eyes, two, check. 
Nose, one, check. 
Ears, two, check. 
Lips, two, check. 
Yeah, all there." He rubbed the light 
stubble on his jaw and again took stock of 
his face. His handsome face and well-muscled 
body made young girls sigh and older women 
look at their husband and shake their heads -
until L. L. Collier, III spoke. Then he became 
Baggy Pants the clown. 
"Why me?" he sighed. "Golden body and 
tire squeal mouth." 
He turned and picked up a bottle of 
bourbon, took a long pull, gargled, then 
swallowed, grimacing as the warmth of the 
liquid hit his empty stomach. He set the 
bottle down on a magazine where it made a 
wet ring around the already circled: 
YOU can have a 
HE-MAN VOICE!! 
Send today for FREE booklet! 
No obligation! Write today! 
Perfect Voice Institute 
234 W. Jefferson Rd. 
lndianapoli<., Indiana 
Baggy Pants had sent for the free booklet, 
had payed for the course it offered and still 
did not have a "He-Man Voice". He had sent 
money to every legitimate and fly-by-night 
company he could find. And he still had the 
voice of a five-year-old. He stepped into the 
huge pair of pants that gave him his name. 
They were orange and purple checked with 
the waist held out by a large hoop. He slipped 
into a red-white-and-blue striped sweater and 
pulled his suspenders over his shoulders. 
After sliding his feet into chartreuse tennis 
shoes, he stepped out into the sunlight. 
Again, he squinted and his eyes watered as 
the September sun greeted them. He trotted 
and weaved his way through the crowd 
heading for the big tent. 
"Look, Mommy, a clown with a person 
face!" 
"Shut up, kid," squeaked Baggy Pants. 
"He sounds like a real clown, Mommy. 
How come he looks like a person? Huh, how 
come, Mommy?" 
Baggy Pants ran into the make-up tent 
before the mother could reply. 
"Come on, B.P. Get the lead out! It's 
almost show time." 
The clowns sat in front of their mirrors, 
each arranging his individual face . Baggy 
Pants sat down and quickly covered his entire 
face in white. He dabbed on blue eyebrows 
and then changed his usual frown to a 
crimson grin. With the application of a large 
red putty nose and a bushy green wig, Baggy 
Pants was ready for his audience. But first he 
tried out his laugh. It was his trademark, his 
own special laugh. No one else's throat could 
tolerate the loud high cackle which echoed 
through the tent. The other clowns chuckled 
and nudged each other. "That Baggy Pants. 
If I was just half as funny as him . . . " 
Jonesy came running in as the clowns 
were about to run into the ring. "Hey, B.P., 
I got a letter here for ya! Special delivery!" 
Baggy Pants took the letter and read the 
return address: 
"Crazy Alphonso, Gypsy Magician and 
Part-time Wizard. Spells, Incantations, and 
Children's Parties My Specialities." 
He stuffed the letter in his pants just as 
the ringmaster was giving the clowns' intro-
duction. Baggy Pants sighed in envy at the 
man's deep voice and then ran out to start 
the show. Throughout the show the audience 
howled at his tricks, snickered at the faces 
he made and tried to imitate hi! laugh. And 
through it all, Baggy Pants wondered, "Who 
the hell is Crazy Alphonso?" 
An hour after the last show, he was back 
in his tent calming his shaking hands with a 
swig of bourbon, and ripping into the letter. 
The letter was scrawled on a piece of brown 
wrapping paper and was surrounded by 
doodles or mysterious signs. Baggy Pants 
again gulped from the bottle and then read: 
Baggy Pants thought for a moment, then 
decided to wait until the next morning for a 
trip to town. He was removing his make-up 
when Jonesy came in. 
"Jonsey!" cheeped Baggy Pants. "I want 
ya to get me up at eight tomorrow morning." 
"Eight o'clock! What for, Baggy Pants? 
You never get up before noon." 
Baggy Pants wiped the last make-up from 
hi; forehead and handed Jonesy the letter. 
"You just get me up, all right?" 
"Okay. See you in the morning." 
Baggy Pants corked the bourbon and tried 
to sleep, but in his excitement could not. 
While dozing, he saw his grandfather and 
father in their costumes and he remembered 
what they had told him. He pictured the 
dwarfJSh body of his grandfather and could 
hear his deep voice saying "once a clown, 
always a clown." And he heard his father and 
saw his twisted mouth and crooked nose, 
pitiful on anyone else, but comical when 
make-up was added. "Once a clown, always 
a clown. Remember Larry. You'll always be 
a clown." Baggy Pants turned all night 
seeking a comfortable spot away from the 
condemning words. 
Morning and Jonesy rescued him from his 
dreams. He awoke instantly, was on his feet 
in a moment, had washed and shaved in two 
minutes, and was out the door in five , leaving 
behind a gaping Jonesy. 
Baggy Pants jumped into the truck and 
pointed it towards town. While one part of 
his mind drove the truck, another part was 
repeating " . . . always a clown . . . always a 
clown," and the third part kept saying 
"maybe this time ... maybe this time . .. " 
He found McChesney Street and his heart 
began to beat faster and faster until he finally 
found 105. He pulled the truck to the curb, 
then sat for a moment watching a demolition 
crew destroying the building next door which 
appeared to be younger than the ancient 
building numbered 1 OS. He reached across 
the seat to check the letter again when he 
noticed a small sign in the comer of the 
cracked ground floor display window. 
Baggy Pants got out of the truck, walked 
across the sidewalk and opened the door to 
the stairs. The door creaked and as he shut 
it, the top hinge snapped and the door slip-
ped to a drunken angle. He put his weight on 
the first step and went through it. He pulled 
hi; foot free , eased himself onto the first 
floor landing. He paused, waiting for his eyes 
to adjust to the one bare light bulb. Looking 
around he saw six doors. Five of them had 
locks and boards on them. The sixth door 
was slightly ajar and a ghostly green glow 
seeped around it. Baggy Pants walked to the 
door and peeked beyond it. He gaped as he 
saw a deep wall-to-wall carpet, thick leather 
chairs, and a huge polished mahogany desk. 
Seated behind the desk was an almost 
equally huge man dressed in a herringbone 
business suit. 
Baggy Pants' voice shot up an octave as 
he squeaked. "Excuse me sir, I was looking 
for .. . " 
"Yes, yes. Come in, Mr. Collier. I'm 
Alphonso Romero," interrupted the large 
man. "And I can help you." He stooped and 
extended his hand across the desk. Shyly, 
Baggy Pants shook his hand, then sat in the 
chair offered him. 
"I didn 't expect anything like this, he 
squealed. "I sort of expected a tent or some-
thing." Again, he gazed around the room at 
the soft hidden lights and noticed that the 
green glow he had seen from the hall was 
sunlight shining through a large aquarium. 
"Indeed? I'll admit that my advertising 
campaign was a bit misleading, but I am 
Crazy Alphonso. From what I understand, 
though , you've had your fill of slick profes-
sors in business suits. So I figured the 
magician routine would bring you here most 
effectively. And since you 're here, it must 
have worked." 
"But I don 't understand. You mean you 
aren't a magician?" 
"Quite the contrary, Mr. Collier. It's just 
11 
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that the old gypsy image ... " He waved his 
hand and a misty image formed of Alphonso 
in a bright shirt, pantaloons, and a sparkling 
gold earring. " ... is a bit outdated." Baggy 
Pants gasped as the image faded and he 
noticed a slight scar in Alphonso's earlobe. 
"So with magic you're going to give me a 
deep voice, Mr. Romero?" 
"Please, call me Al. And that's right. With 
a special incantation, a small spell, some 
black magic, and for a small fee, I can make 
you into a baritone, a tenor, or a bass. Now, 
which would you prefer?" 
"Hold it!" shrieked Baggy Pants. "Exactly 
what is it going to cost me and what 
guarantees do you offer that your magic is 
gonna work? I've worked some carnies in my 
time and I know a lot of your tricks .. . " 
"Mr. Collier! Please! I run a legitimate 
operation here and I can assure you that I 
know no tricks. Everything I perform is 
bona fide magic. As for guarantees - simply 
this - 111 give you the voice, then we11 talk 
about payment." 
Baggy Pants thought that over, then 
replied: "How do I know the voice will last?" 
"You don't, of course. But I am willing 
to arrange time payments and you 11 always 
know where to find me. I assure you again, 
though, that this magic is permanent. My 
powers are practically unlimited. Why once I 
changed myself into a snake and . .. " 
"I don't care about snakes. I just want to 
get rid of this damn squeaky voice! 111 accept 
your terms. How long will this treatment 
take?" 
"We prefer to call it an incantation. And 
the duration of the actual process takes any-
where from three to ten minutes, depending 
on the magical beliefs and desire of the 
subject. I believe that anything you lack in 
belief will be more than amply made up in 
desire. Now, then, - will it be bass, tenor, 
or baritone?" 
"One more question, Mr. - uh, Al. Don't 
you have a contract for me to sign?" 
"Well, now, Lawrence ... May I call you 
Lawrence? Good. We used to follow the old 
gypsy tradition of a blood dot on parchment, 
but parchment is scarce nowadays and so 
many people are anemic that blood is getting 
rare. Anyway, we've resorted to another old 
custom to bind the agreement. So, if you'll 
just let me know if you want to be a baritone, 
tenor, or bass and shake my hand on the 
deal, we'll be on with it." 
Baggy Pants had been listening attentively 
and shaking his head the entire time Alphonso 
was speaking. "Well, I'll go along with you, 
but I gotta admit that it's a helluva way to 
do business." 
"Indeed it is, Lawrence. It certainly is a 
helluva way to do business." He took Baggy 
Pants' hand and shook it vigorously. "Now, 
what kind ofvoice did you say you wanted?" 
"Whatever is easiest for you, Al. Even a 
soprano is better than what I have now." 
"You must have a little faith, Lawrence. 
For a man that can do this, a little voice 
change is easy." He waved his hand and again 
the image of a gypsy Alphonso appeared, 
only this time the image gelled. "Does 
baritone suit you?" 
"It'll suit me fine. And thank you for 
doing this for me." 
"Certainly, Lawrence. Now, just sit back 
and relax." 
Baggy Pants sank deeper into the leather 
as Alphonso began to gesture and mumble. 
His voice rose to a chanting scream and he 
jumped and danced around the clown. Baggy 
Pants was wondering if Crazy Al was really 
crazy when suddenly he blacked out. 
Demons, snakes, clowns and elephants flashed 
in his eyes, then his father and grandfather, 
then an orange flash and a brilliant explosion 
blazed through his head. Then - all was still. 
When Baggy Pants awoke he was sitting 
on the landing outside the office. He looked 
around, dazed. The office he had been in 
was boarded and padlocked as securely as the 
other offices. The only light was the bare 
light overhead and a faint stream of daylight 
from the broken ground floor door. There 
was no green glow, no plush carpet - and no 
Alphonso. Baggy Pants dropped his head and 
dejectedly muttered, "Hell." As the voice 
reached his ears, he realized something was 
different. "Hell," he said aloud. Then he 
screamed, "HELL!" Each time a deep bari-
tone echo greeted his ears. "HELL!" he 
shouted again, leaping to his feet and bound-
ing down the stairs. "Once a clown, ne-rer a 
clown!" he yelled at the top of his new 
voice, reveling in the glory of it. He reached 
the street and tilted his head and shouted, 
"NEVER A CLOWN!" Then he looked 
around and was astonished to see the world 
unchanged. A small boy was eyeing him but 
no one else took notice of him. He ran to the 
boy, to share his happiness with him. The 
boy looked at him and shouted: "Jimmy, 
look! A real clown!" Baggy Pants slid to a 
stop, aghast at the boy's words. 
"No, it can't be! How could he know? 
My voice ... ?" All thought left him as he 
noticed his reflection in a dingy store 
window. He saw a white face and blue eye-
brows, a crimson smile, long curly green 
hair and a large red nose. 
Perhaps one day soon 
I'll grow into the courage 
To sing you the love songs I 
have thought you 
Until then, I'll cool my tea 
With my breath 
And try not to hug you with my eyes. 
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We grew up in a jigsaw puzzle. 
When we were young, we sat on the floor 
putting pieces of puzzle together. 
I used to watch you match color to color, 
keeping the vigil until a picture formed. 
You, involved in six-hundred pieces, 
never once noticing I might have been there. 
I, next to you, watching borderline edges 
create the small world that was yours. 
We grew older and chose bigger puzzles, 
silently working in our jigsaw maze. 
And I losing interest after the border 
not really caring if pieces would fit, 
but wondering how to get into your world. 
You, so meticulous, patiently trying to create 
Out of parts the uniform picture, 
which you wanted to draw us together. 
We are still in a jigsaw puzzle, 
With neither of us trying to help the other. 
16 
You 're infiltrating the wood work 
humming in the air ducts 
whispering obscene sounds. 
You're collecting me 
bit by bit 
like junk from the attic. 
You've cleaned out the attic 
gained control of my hand. 
"There's two things going on here 
simultaneously." 
What's the test for 16? 
shh .. .I want to hear. 
wipe the surface clear. 
They're trying to tell me that there's 
a difference between minutes 
and months. 
You're infiltrating the woodwork 
humming in the air ducts 
whispering obscene sounds. 
IS 
16 
A FINE LINE 
It all started as a joke, really. We were 
just kidding around when Jerry suggested 
that it would be funny to call Mrs. Woods 
and pretend to be Cary. We all laughed 
because we'd heard stories about crazy Mrs. 
Woods and her imaginary daughter. You see, 
about ten years ago the house Mrs. Woods' 
family was living in burned down killing her 
husband and fifteen-year-old daughter Cary. 
Mrs. Woods had been burned pretty badly 
herself and when she found out that her 
husband and Cary had both died she went 
into a coma. Everyone thought she was 
going to die, but all of a sudden she snapped 
out of it as fast as she had gone into it. The 
weird thing was that she wouldn't accept the 
fact that Cary had died. She told everyone 
that her Mother had taken Cary 'til she 
(Mrs. Woods) recovered. A few months later 
she told all her friends that her mother had 
decided to bring up Cary herself. She said 
she was heartbroken, but she knew it was for 
the best. Every now and then she would tell 
someone that she'd gotten a letter from Cary 
and that she was doing ok. Anyway, Cary 
would have been just about our age ... so 
we decided to call and say that Cary was in 
town. Since Lisa had a cold and Jerry and 
Tom couldn't get away with it, it was decided 
that I would be Cary. By now I didn't think 
it was very funny anymore, but if I had said 
no they would have called me a chicken. So 
I called. All I said was, "Momma, this is 
Cary." She didn't say anything for a long 
time. Then she said, "Cary?" I said, "Momma 
I'm at the depot. Can you come get me?" 
Then Mrs. Woods said, "Cary honey, where's 
your Grandmother?" I didn't know what to 
say! So I just said, "Well, I'll tell you when 
you get here, ok?" I was really glad when 
she hung up! When Tom suggested we go to 
the depot to see if she came, I got mad. But 
I just couldn't bring myself to say anything. 
I just couldn't. It was about 9 o'clock when 
we got there. She wasn't there yet so Tom 
said we should sit and wait. We'd been 
waiting about 5 minutes when she walked in. 
I remember thinking that she looked normal 
to me. All of a sudden Lisa played a dirty 
trick on me. She jumped up and said "Mrs. 
Woods. We're over here." I almost died!! 
Mrs. Woods looked at me like she was gonna 
cry or something. I was so scared I didn't 
know what to do. I just kind of sat there 
and stared. Lisa started laughing and then 
Tom and Jerry joined in. I was too scared to 
laugh or cry. Mrs. Woods came over and 
hugged me. I tried to tell her who I was, but 
she wouldn't let me say anything. I really 
wanted to get out of there, but how could I? 
I stood there a minute and said "Listen, I 
have to go to the bathroom." I started to 
leave, but she grabbed my arm and said, 
"NIL DESS A MYRA DOTE." I couldn't 
help myself, I just started screaming. And 
then I guess I fainted. When I woke up I was 
here in the hospital. My legs were really hot 
and wrapped up in bandages. I couldn't 
figure out why I was here. Then the doctor 
came in and asked me how I felt. I told him 
I guessed I was ok, but why was I here? He 
told me that the furnace in our house blew 
up and I got burned pretty bad. He said that 
if I stayed in bed for a while I would be ok 
soon, but I had to do what he said. And then 
he said the funniest thing. He said, "O.K. 
Cary?" It was so funny that I laughed and 
laughed. And you know what I said? I said, 
"OK Doctor. Whatever you say." 
why would i be forgotten 
how could I be forgotten 
am i that vague 
or is it that i am distant-
a carele~ p~ing thought 
one tries not to remember 
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TO "TRUCK" 
Though your hefty hull was new and splendored with paint, 
Your robust frame carefully fused and rugged features fixed 
To withstand jolts and tillage abuse, 
You carried your share of farmland wares 
And woes. Scratches along the way 
Marred your finish, scarred those hues. For you, 
Carefully soddered were but a scorned farmer's heap. 
Now, that decade of toil no longer sees your fat fenders 
Griming through dust. Though old, your careful construction 
Has outlasted these frail, thin models 
Now prancing and pouting upon the dizzy thoroughfares. 
Now you're searched for fanatically, 
Your rugged structure adorned and labeled 
With an illusive standing called class. 
INSIGNIFICANCE 
(INSTRUCTIONS FOR) 
Stuff your hands into your pockets, 
Toe the grass and pebbles beneath your feet, 
And watch without concern the activities of others. 
Walk over and gaze at the newspaper stand. 
Don't even think about the coins in your pocket, 
Just look. 
The sun's hot on the back of your neck, 
And if you look up the muscles around your eyes tighten uncomfortably. 
Sitting on the bench your legs itch from the sweat. 
There is no way you can move to escape it. 
Walk over to the railing. 
The cold steel gives you ease until it takes the dampne~ to droplets. 
Wipe it on your pants, 
Look around to see if anyone has noticed 
And go down the sidewalk to the comer. 
Stepping across the street the truck comes close. 
Breathe shallow, 
Watch the traffic light. 
Then spread yourself aero~ the front of a building. 
Sob. 
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THE ENCOUNTER 
Her first perception of this new world was 
unclear. She stood a bit bewildered on the 
crest of a high hill , and she could not decide 
if she were right side up or up side down; for 
the lights of the stars were mirrored by the 
lights of a city. Breathing the cold air, she 
glanced around, taking in her surroundings 
slowly. Looking down, in the moonlight she 
saw the ground. With fascination she knelt 
down and lightly ran slim fingers over its 
surface. It was soft and cool and damp. She 
pulled up a fistful of grass and earth and 
raised it to her nose. With deep, gulping 
breaths she drank in the musty, fertile scent 
of the soil. 'This is Earth,' she thought. A 
strange sensation to smell the Earth, to 
breathe its air, to look up and see home from 
this strange angle. There, in the bottom right 
comer of the constellation called Orion by 
humans, was Rigel , a flickering, blue flame 
as seen from Earth but a huge, azure ball of 
warmth and life from her world. Standing 
again, she smiled and once more breathed 
deeply, looking at Rigel. 
The pain startled her. She had known it 
would come, but her guard had fallen. 
Doubled over in agony, she sank to the cold 
ground. She groped for the pocket concealed 
in the folds of her kaftan-like robes and 
found a small box. As the pain grew sharper, 
she knew that the bubbles of oxygen were 
forming in her bloodstream. Her nitrogen-
based blood had reached its capacity for 
fixating the oxygen inhaled from the Earth's 
atmosphere. She pried open the small, 
metallic box and took a red pill from it. 
Quickly swallowing the synthetic hemo-
globin, she relaxed and waited for the pain 
to leave. The supply would soon be gone, 
and she would need a human physician, 
someone that could be trusted with her 
incredible secret, someone that would not 
fall prey to the ignorant uncertainty that 
most humans felt toward something or some-
one different. Her difference from humans 
would not be greatly noticeable even though 
the alienness lay only in something in her 
eyes. It was a sinister quality - eyes with 
large irises and no cornea and of a deep 
black color. 
She rose, completely recovered for the 
time being. The physician had to be found 
immediately, and with determination she set 
off down the hill toward the lights. Stopping 
halfway down, she again looked at Rigel. 
With a sigh, she began walking again; her 
encounter with humanity lay ahead. 
2 
Dr. Gabriel Bakunin finished the last of 
his paperwork and tossed his pen down with 
a relieved sigh. Now he could close his clinic 
for the night, go home and sleep for four 
hours. Gathering the papers neatly into a 
stack, he inserted them in a folder which he 
placed in a drawer of his desk. He was about 
to get his coat when a knock sounded on the 
other side of the door. All his thoughts of 
sleep vanished as he gloomily called for the 
intruder to come in. Slowly, the door opened, 
framing in its aperture a magnificently 
beautiful woman in a hooded robe. She 
looked into Bakunin's eyes coldly and he 
shivered with dread. 
"May I help you?" he asked. 
"Are you a physician?" she queried in a 
voice that was sensually deep but business-
like. 
"Yes." 
"Then you can help me." 
"Is your need immediate? This clinic is 
closed 'till tomorrow." 
" It is not the facilities of this clinic that I 
require. I specifically asked for your help." 
There was no response from the doctor. "I 
have a most fantastic story to tell you," she 
continued. 
Bakunin allowed himself a short, bitter 
laugh. "Lady, I run a clinic in a slum area. I 
hear plenty of fantastic stories, especially as 
regards money for services rendered." 
She stared at him strangely, and he 
suddenly felt uncomfortable, as if someone 
were crawling around in his mind. She walked 
closer, and he noticed her eyes for the first 
time. 
"I see you are what is colloquially termed 
an 'amateur astronomer,' " she said. 
"I was when I was a kid. But how do you 
know that?" 
"That is of no consequence now. You 
know where to find the star you call Rigel?" 
" Of course. Orion." 
"You can not see it from here , not even 
with your most powerful optical devices, but 
there are thirteen planets circling that star. I 
come from the sixth." 
Bakunin's eyes widened. Had he really 
heard what he thought he had just heard? 
"Uh, lady, you need a psychiatrist, not a 
G.P." 
"I assure you, Dr. Bakunin, that I am not 
mentally deranged. What I have said is 
absolutely true. I am from Kolos. My name 
is Ax-el." 
Smiling the fetching smile that usually 
melted his nurse, he replied, "You know, I 
almost believe you." 
She returned the smile, but Baknnin was 
suddenly struck by her unhuman appearance. 
Ax-el reached out, attempting to touch his 
forehead with her forefinger, but Bakunin 
backed away. 
"It seems illogical that one who touches 
diseased humans should not desire to touch 
someone healthy," she commented. 
"You 're not human." 
"Oh, yes," she replied, uninsulted. "Typi-
cal human aversion to something they do not 
understand." She held out her hand. "Did 
you expect it to be green slime? Or perhaps 
acidic to the touch." 
"No,I .. . " 
'That is no matter. Touch my hand." 
Slowly, he obeyed, touching her hand 
with his fmgertips. It was soft and cold, 
seemingly bloodless. He could find no pulse. 
"Feel closer to the center of my wrist," 
she said, as if reading his thoughts. The pulse 
was where she said it would be ; it had a faint, 
slow rhythm. Scientific curiosity took hold 
of him. 
"May I?" he said, taldng his penlight from 
his pocket. She nodded and he examined her 
odd eyes. "Hmmm. Retinal structure is odd. 
Large pupil openings." He stepped back. "I 
would say that you can see perfectly in pitch 
darkness , but you can't see colors." 
"You are correct. My night vision is 
comparable to what you call infared." 
Bakunin studied her facial structure. 
"Facial bones seem human. Cranial struc-
ture." He felt her skull with both hands. 
"Very rounded, no bumps. Large cerebral 
capacity." 
"Of course. I am a mentally superior 
being." 
Bakunin frowned at her statement and at 
the fact that it had made him angry. "I'm in 
no position to say ... " 
"I am ," she broke in. "My people are 
centuries ahead of you evolutionarily." 
"Well," he sighed, shrugging, "how could 
you need the aid of a menial physician of 
Earth?" 
"Do not belittle your talents, Dr. 
Bakunin." 
"What is it you want?" 
"A peculiar entity in your red blood 
corpuscles that fixates oxygen inhaled from 
the air." 
"Hemoglobin?" 
"Yes. My blood has none. I need to be 
able to breathe your air. I cannot without 
that element. Otherwise, the outcome is 
most unpleasant." 
"How am I supposed to get hemoglobin? 
Provided of course that I choose to help 
you." 
Ax-el was puzzled. "What else would you 
do?" 
"I could go to the police and . . . " He 
stopped and thought over what she had just 
said. The scene in the police station would 
be burlesque if he attempted to convince 
someone that he had an extraterrestrial being 
in his office. Again, an eerie feeling came 
over him, a swirling sensation in his brain as 
if someone were sifting it for information. 
"It would prove embarra~ing," Ax-el 
commented. 
"How . . . ?" He let it hang. "What will 
you do here? Where will you live? How long 
will you need me?" Bakunin was now totally 
stripped of his senses. The incredulity of the 
situation, of his story, pre=d in on him 
from all sides. It was an hallucination ; it had 
to be. Beautiful women do not waltz into a 
doctor's office in the middle of the night 
claiming to be from outer space. Or did they? 
Long years ago, he had studied the stars 
hoping that on one of them there was some-
one like him, looking at the night sky and 
hoping for the same thing that he was. Now, 
confronted with his adolescent dream, he 
was unable to face it. He studied her alien 
face, lovely but sinister, and he realized it 
was all true, it had all happened. His heart 
began to pound as he broke out in a cold 
sweat. 
"You are afraid of me," she said, matter-
of-factly. "I am not here to hurt you or 
anyone." 
"But I don't know that," Bakunin replied 
in a quavering voice. "You could be lying." 
"Why should I lie? I have no reason to. 
All I have said is true. I have a mission here, 
and I need . .. " The pain gripped her again, 
and she crumpled at his feet . Bakunin knelt 
beside her and found her pulse. It was fading 
and her breathing was in gasps. Then, he 
noticed a small box that had fallen from her 
robes. He opened it and saw the red pills 
inside. Red, blood red. Deducing that they 
had to be her hemoglobin, he took one and 
administered it. The change was swift , and 
she was "normal" again. 
"Sit still a while," he said when she tried 
to stand. 
"I am all right now, doctor. Thank you." 
"What happened?" He kept her in a sitting 
position. 
"My first pill's effect had worn off and 
oxygen bubbles had began to concentrate 
in my blood." 
"We call in the 'bends' but with nitrogen 
bubbles when we go too far under water." 
"May I rise now?" 
Bakunin noticed he had been holding her 
by the arms. He helped her stand and stepped 
quickly away. 
"Will you help me?" she asked; Bakunin 
said nothing. "My supply of synthetic hemo-
globin will last only three more Earth days. 
Mter that, I will die. As a doctor, can you 
allow that?" 
"I guess I can't." 
"I promise, all your questions will be 
answered later. Now I am fatigued and in 
need of nourishment. Could you fmd me a 
place to rest?" 
"You can, uh, stay with me." 
"You are very kind. One hopes all 
humans are like you." 
"Fortunately, no. I'm not as kind as you 
think." 
"One who takes in a stranger and helps 
is very kind." 
"Well, maybe so. Come on. It's late and I 
have to reopen the clinic in a few hours." 
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Bakunin slept on his sofa for the rest of 
the night. Actually, he slept very little, for 
his mind was occupied with the mysterious 
being sleeping in his bed. It was difficult to 
overcome his revulsion, hard not to think of 
her as a "thing." But he could never allow 
anything to die whether the life was human 
or not. To iguore her need would serve as a 
renunciation of his oath as a doctor. 
She had fallen asleep as soon as her head 
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had touched the pillow, and Bakunin knew 
from her slow, ragged breathing that she was 
under a tremendous strain. She seemed to 
have some difficulty with her balance, too; 
climbing the stairs to his walk-up had been 
torturous for her. It could be that her world's 
gravity was lighter than that of Earth's, in 
which case all of her internal structures 
would be under great pressure. Throwing his 
blanket off, he went to check on her. She 
was resting comfortably, but her chest rose 
and fell slowly and with great effort. Satisfied 
that she was all right, he returned to the sofa, 
but he only lay thinking, still unable to sleep. 
How long would she be here? For that 
matter, why was she here? That she had not 
even hinted at. Finally, he slept but restlessly. 
Two hours later a noise woke him. Ax-el 
stood by a window, peering between the 
curtains at the city outside. 
Without turning, she said, "Good day, 
Dr. Bakunin." 
"How did you know I was awake?" 
"I think you already suspect, doctor." 
"You 're telepathic?" 
She looked at him. "Yes, but I am not 
limited to receiving thoughts." He had heard 
her distinctly but she had not spoken a word. 
Bakunin's head reeled again as he thought 
that his mind was no longer his and that 
scared him. 
"I don't know what to say or do," he 
said. "It hasn't sunk in yet." 
"I don't understand." 
"You, your story. I haven't accepted it 
really yet, up here." He pointed to his left 
temple. 
"I do not know how to show you further 
that I speak the truth." 
He stood. "I mean, it's all so incredible. 
We are restricted to this planet and its moon, 
and we find it hard to conceive that we're 
not the only fish in the sea, that there are 
other peoples besides us." 
"We were like that once centuries ago," 
she conceded. "Very superstitious and igno-
rant. But we found infinite beauty in space 
and all its many races. You will, too." Her 
last words were spoken with great effort. 
"May I sit?" 
Taking her arm , Bakunin guided her to a 
chair. "The gravity on Kolos, is it lighter 
than Earth's?" he asked. 
"Yes. There is no concern, however. I 
shall adjust metabollically after a few days." 
"You 'II have to stay inside until then so 
that you won't get hurt." 
"No," Ax-el said, "I am an inconvenience 
to you." 
"There's no other place for you to go. It 
will only be for a few days, and I have a lab 
at the clinic so that I can make your pills. 
After you show me the procedure, that is." 
"Thank you." In spite of the alien nature 
of her eyes, he could read trust in them, but 
it made him feel oddly guilty. 
"111 find some place for you to stay. Do 
you have any money?" 
"Money? Oh, you mean currency. I am 
afraid that Kolosian currency would have 
very little merit here." 
"You have no money?" 
"I am an historian, not a philanthropist." 
'That does complicate things." 
"I am afraid I was somewhat unprepared; 
this mission fell upon me quite unexpected-
ly." 
That was the second time she had said 
'mission,' and Bakunin did not like the 
connotations. Visions of invasion and con-
quest swirled for a moment in his mind, but 
he shook them off. "Mission?" he echoed. 
"I am an historian, as I said. I am here to 
record and witness the history of Earth." 
"All of it?" 
"No, only this very crucial period when 
there are small wars that harbor potential 
large ones. The rest of your history we know 
from our time travels." 
"Why is this particular time so crucial?" 
Ax-el looked at him with amusement and 
irony in the eyes that now filled Bakunin 
with fear and dread. "Men have always 
wanted to know the future yet regret it when 
it is shown to them. Do you wish to know 
your future?" 
"Not mine, no. But if this 'historical' 
mission of yours has something to ilo with 
Earth, I want to know." His voice was harsh 
and demanding. 
"It does." 
"Then tell me." 
The alien looked away. "I knew you 
would request that. I have an oath binding 
me to withhold it from you except my own 
discretion." 
"But you asked me if I wanted to know?" 
he said confused. 
With obvious dismissal, she replied, "It 
was a rhetorical question." 
Bakunin was sure for himself now that 
she had been lying. A cold, inexplicable 
hatred came over him, and he glanced around 
for some form of weapon, something to 
strike her with. A carefully placed blow to 
the back of the neck or the temple would 
suffice to save humanity from this monster. 
Ax-el read his thoughts and her eyes filled 
with alien terror. Her laws forbade her to 
resist him for fear of altering the future. As 
had so many of her people before her, she 
would accept her fate, but unlike the others 
she would die without the optimism that 
somewhere there was a human that knew no 
fear or ignorance. 
The blow fell at her left temple. Purplish 
blood as viscous as syrup fell on Bakunin's 
hands and the heavy, cast-bronze statuette 
he had struck her with. She lay at his feet; 
one eye continued to stare balefully up at 
him; but it was as lifeless as the stare of the 
bloody statuette. Bakunin caught a glimpse 
of himself in a wall mirror. His face was 
distorted by range and horror into a neander-
thal mask. Then, he laughed, for his image 
reflected the past , present, and future of the 
world. 
GRANDFATHER 
On the long trip across the desert 
My grandfather sat beside me, 
Trying to teach me to draw the horse. 
The grandfather who wasn't really mine 
Was so patient to teach me 
The lines and curves he knew so well. 
Among the many sketches I drew 
Only one vaguely resembled the animal. 
So he gave up the lessons for something else. 
Hidden in the seams and wrinkles of the tanned face 
Lay many tales, half-true, half-false. 
Painted Indians astride racing ponies, 
Intricate designs in silver and turquoise, 
Dark faces and light, all were woven 
In a web of blazing glory. 
We stood in awe of him; 
His familiarities were so foreign to us. 
And when he died such a death 
For such an old man 
It made no impression; 
We did not know what we had lost. 
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THE DESERTION 
gently, the wind blew 
over the barren land. 
parched, black trees 
stood in the ash-like sand. 
the sun shown quietly amid this death, 
tonnent growing with every breath. 
brittle carcasses of the innocent prey, 
clung to the land where they 
were destined to lay. 
the barren shadows withered in pain, 
as death continued its selfish reign. 
signs of life, now blistered and tom, 
rebuffed all attempts to be reborn. 
the agony of murder echoed in sighs, 
as man turned his back and 
shut his eyes. 
V 
Because of candles she went home, not knowing 
But wondering the possibility of another year. 
She could still see those child's eyes looking 
Up at her with the dew of two thousand dawns 
And asking that impossible question about being 
Grown-up. But she hadn't any excuses left, 
The yes was in her hand like a dead pet. 
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1ent's Bureau of Alcohol, T~ \-'" 
'irearms, from which he re~ Y 
·eek, Caulfield wanted some, tP 
o the job for him. He chose a P. 
1(-cop from New York City, W 
llasewicz, who was on the p ~ 
lerbert W. Kalmbach, the P, iii 
ersonal attorney. Without k Ql 
imself, Ulasewicz phoned ~ 
nd relayed Dean's messagf !{' 
: a long time; 2) your wif· 
,m be taken care of; 3) , tJ 
abilitated with employr ~ 
; all over." I!/ 
McCord insisted o ~ 
eld face to face. "I r Ill 
,fr. McCord," Caulfi ~ 
nally Mr. Dean gc ~ 
) do so." McCorc .J 
own the offer. He -.J 
ave always follow ~ 
,ne goes, all who a1 V) 
. . I saw a picture \ -.. 
.m sure was involv, ~ ... 
amily. I can take ca1 -l ~ 
lon't need any jobs. u.l :iii,!&. 
lorn." McCord had tes , ~ ,=._ 
ieved the clemency ofi • 
-lixon himself, but Caulfie ~ ' 
,d that. He declared that h, ~ 
1e was speaking for the Pre~ ~ 
ler questioning by the commit. -~ ii.. 
,ver, he admitted feeling that "t}, ~ •-
dent probably did know about . -<i.- ._., 
Jased on that background, I thoug, '1a ' 
vas doing something for the Preside1. ........ ~ 
,f the U.S., and I did it, sir." ->.._ ~ 
McCord offered a bizarre counter- ...,o~ ..... 




